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Whether the Muse persists to smile9
And all thy anxious cares beguile?
Whether bright fancy keeps alive ?
And how thy darling infants thrive ?

For me, with grief and sickness spent,
Since I my journey homeward bent,
Spirits depressed no more I mourn,
JBul vigour, life, and health return.
No more to gloomy thoughts a prey,
I sleep all night, and live all day ;
By turns my book and friend enjoy,
And thus my circling hours employ:
Happy while yet these hours remain,
If Burns could join the cheerful tralns
With wonted zeal, sincere and fervent,
Salute once more his humble servant^
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